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SYNOPSIS.

Bud Hooker and Phil D& Lancey are
forced, owing to the revolution in Mexico,
to give up their mining claim and return
to the United States. In the border town
of Gadsden Hooker meets Henry Kruger,
a wealthy miner, who hints of a big min-
ing proposition in Mexico that he wants
Hooker to take charge of.

CHAPTER II.Continued.

"That's the rock," he said. "She
runs four hundred dollars to the ton,
and the ledge is eight inches wide be-
tween the walls. Nice ore, eh? And
she lays between shale and porphyry."

His eyes sparkled as he carefully
replaced the specimen, and then he
looked up at Bud.

"I'll let you in on that," he said,
"half and half.or I'll pay two hundred
dollars a month and a bonus, iuu

alone. Now how about it?"
For a moment Hooker looked at him

as if to read his thoughts, then he
shook his head and exhaled his smoke
regretfully.

"Nope," he said. "Me and Phil are

pardners. We work together."
"I'll give you three hundred!" cried

Kruger, half rising in his chair.
"Nope," grunted Bud, "we're pard-

ners."
'"Huh!" snorted the mining man,

^nd flung away in disgust. But as he

-I'll Give You Three Hundred!" Cried
Kruger.

neared the door a new thought struck
V> im on/l Kn /*omo aa /iii< aItItt Koolr
utui auu uc vauic ao uwva.

"You can do what you please about
your pardner," he said. "I'm talking
to you! Now.will you think about
it?"

"Sure!" returned Hooker.
\ "Well, then," snapped Kruger, "meet
me at the Waldorf in an hour!"

CHAPTER III.

On the untrammeled frontier, where
most men are willing to pass for what
they are without keeping up any
"front," much of the private business,
as well as the general devilment, is
transacted in the back rooms of sa-
loons. The Waldorf was nicely fur-
nished In this regard.

After a drink at the bar, in which
De Lancey and Hooker joined, Henry
Kruger led the way casually to the
rear, and in a few momentB they were

safely cloeeted.
"Now," began Kruger, as he took a

seat by the table and faced them with
> " Kft Arn* 7 *
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to make plain to you gentlemen Is, If
I make any deal today it's to be with
Mr. Hooker. If you boys are pardners
you can talk it 'over together, but I
deal with one man, and that's Hooker.

"All right?" he inquired, glancing at
De Lancey, and that young man
nodded indulgently.
"Very well, then," resumed Kruger,

"now to gut down to business. This
mme that I'm talking about is located
down here in Sonora within three
hours' ride of a big American camp.
It isn't any old Spanish mine, or lost
padre layout; it's a well-defined ledge
running three or four hundred dollars
to the ton.and I know right where it
Is, too.
"What I want to do is to establish

the title to it now, while this revolu-
tion is going on, and make a bonanza
out of it afterward. Of course, if you
boys don't want to go back into Mex-
4/tn V» o rotfloa if Kii f if T7/\»» ..
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and I let you in on the deal, you've got
to see it through or I'll lose the whole
thing. So make up your minds, and
if you say you'll go, I want you to stick
to it!"

"We'll go, all right," spoke up De
Lancey, "if it's rich enough."
"How about you?" inquired Kruger,

turning impatiently on Bud; "will you
go?"

"Yee, I'll go," answered Bud sullen-
ly. "But I ain't stuck on the job," he
added. "Jest about get it opened up
when a bunch of rebels will jump in
and take everything we've got."

"Well, you get a title to it and pay
your taxes and you can come out,
then," conceded Henry Kruger.

"No," grumbled Hooker, "if I go I'll
stay with it." He glanced at his pard-
ner at this, but he, for one, did not
seem to be worried.

"I'll try anything.once!" he ob-
served with a Bprightly air, and Bud
grinned sardonically at the well-worn
phrase.

"Well." said Kruger, gazing inquir-
ingly from one to the other, "is it a

go? Will you shake hands on it?"
"What's the proposition?" broke in

De Lancey eagerly.
"The deal is between me and

Hooker," corrected Kruger. "I'll give
him three hundred a month, or an
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be shared between us."
"Make It equal shares," said Hook-

er, holding out his hand, "and I'll give
half of mine to Phil."

"All right, ray boy!" cried the old
man, suddenly clapping him on the
shoulder, "I'll go you.and you'll never

regret it," he added significantly.
Then, throwing off the air of guarded
secrecy which had characterized his
actions so far, he sat down aDd began
to talk.

"Boys." he said, "I'm feeling lucky
today or I'd never have closed this
deal. I'm letting you in on one of the
biggest things that's ever been found
in Sonora. Just to show you how good
it is, here's my smelter receipts for
eight hundred pounds of picked ore.

one thousand and twenty-two dollars!
That's the first and last ore that's ever

been shipped from the old Eagle Tail.
I dug it out myself, and sacked It
and shipped it; and then some of them
crooked Mexican officials tried to beat
me out of my title and I blowed up the
whole works with dynamite!
"Yes, sir, clean as a whistle! I had

my powder stored away in the drift,
and the minute I foynd out I was

euchred I laid a fuse to it and brought
the whole mountain down, i That was

ten years ago, and old Aragon and
the agente mineral have had the land
located ever since.

"I bet they've spent five thousand
pesos trying to find that lead, but be-
ing nothing but a bunch of ignorant
Mexicans, of course they never found
nothing. Then Francisco Madero
comes in and fires the agente mineral
off his job and old Aragon lets the land
revert for taxes. I've got a Mexican
that keeps me posted, and ever since
he sent me word that the title had
lapsed I've been crazy to relocate that
claim.

"Well, now, that don't look so bad,
does it?" he asked, beaming paternally
at Bud. "There ain't a man in town
that wouldn't have Jumped at the
cnance, n i was wnere 1 cuuiu utm

about It, but that's just what I couldn't
do. I had to find some stranger that
wouldn't sense what mine I wa6 talk-
ing about and then git him to go in on
it blind.
"Now here's the way I'm fixed,

boys." he exclaimed, brushing his un-

kempt beard and smiling craftily.
"When I dynamited the Eagle Tail it
was mine by rights, but Cipriano Ara-
gon.he's the big Mexican down at old
Fortuna.and Morales, the mineral
agent, had buncoed me out of the title.

"So, according to law, i blowed up
their mine, and if I ever showed up
down thbre I reckon they'd throw me

into jail. And If at any time they find
out that you're working for me, why,
we're ditched.that's all! They'll put
you out of business. So, 'after we've
made our'agreeinent and I've told you
what to do, I don't want to hear a

word oui of you.I don't want you to
come near me, nor even write me a

lette'r.J jst go ahead the best you can

until you win out or go broke.
"It ain't a hard proposition," he

continued, "if you keep your mouth
shut, but if they tumble, it'll be a fight
to a finish. I'm not saying this for

you, Hooker, because I know you're
safe; I'm saying it for your pardner
here. You talk too much, Mr. De Lan-
cey," he chided, eying him with sud-
den severity. "I'm airaia 01 y,e:"
"AH right,' broke in Hooker good-

naturedly, "I reckoh we understand.
Now gc> ahead and tell us where this
mine is and who there is down there
to look out for."
"Th6 man to look out for," an-

swered Kruger with venom, "is Cipri-
ano Arigon. He's the man that bilked
me out of the mine once, and he'll do
It agaiu if he can. When I went down
there.It was ten years and more ago
r.I waan't on to those Spanish ways of
his, and he was so dog-goned polite
and friendly I thought I could trust
him anywhere. '

"He owns a big ranch and mescal
still, runs cattle, works a few placers,
sends out pack-trains, and has every
Mexiciin and Indian in the country in
debt to him through his store, so if he
happens to want any rough work done
there'ft always somebody to do it

"Well, just to show you how he did
me, I got to nosing round those old
Spanish workings east of Fortuna and
finally I run across the ledge that I'm
telling you about, not far from an

abandoned shaft. But the Mexican
i&ining laws are different from ours,
and an American has, lots of trouble
anyw&y, so I made a trade with old
Aragon that he should locate the claim
for n>e under a power of attorney.
Didn't know him then like I do now.
The papers had to be sent to Mocte-
*11ma anH Wormnfillln nnd to thfl flitv
of Mexico and back, and while I was

waiting around I dug in on this lead
and opened up the prettiest vein of
quarta you ever saw in your life.
Here's a sample of it, and it's sure

rich."
He handed De Lancey the familiar

piece of quartz and proceeded with his

story.
"That ore looked bo good to me that

I couldn't wait.I shipped it before I
got my title. And right there I made
my mistake.. When Aragon saw the
gold In that rock he just quietly -re-

corded t??.e concession in his own name

and told me to go to blazes. That's
the greaf-er of It! So I blew the whole
mine up find hit for the border. That's
the Dutc'a of it, I reckon," he added
grimly. "Anyway, my old man was

Dutch."
He pained, smiling over the mem-

ory of h?s misplaped credulity, and
Hooker aid De Lancey joined in a

hearty la'gh. From the town bum
that he hsd first seemed this shabby
little man had changed in their eyes
until now he was a border Croesus,
the mere recital of whose adventures
conjured u*> in their minds visions of
gold and hidden treasure.

The rugged face of Bud Hooker
which had been set in grim lines frorr
the first, relaxed as the tale proceeded
and his honest eyes glowed with ad
miration as he heard the well-plannec
scheme. As for De Lancey, he coulc
hardly restrain, his enthusiasm, and
drawn on by the contagion, Henrj
Kruger made maps and answered ques
tions until every detail was settled.

After the location had been marked
and the lost tunnel charted from th<
corner monuments, he bade them re

member it well and destroyed ever}
vestige of paper. Then, as a> final ad
monition, he said:
"Now go in there quietly, boys.

rinn't Vmrrv Prntnont orrmnrt n lit tip
: w|;^v v.* .

and the Mexicans will all come to you
and try to sell you lost mines. Cms
Mendez is the man you're looking foi
.he's honest, and he'll take you to the
Eagle Tail. After that you can use

your own judgment. So good-by".he
took them by the hands."and don't
talk!"
He held up a warning finder as they

parted, and Bud nodded briefly in
reply. Silence was a habit with him
desert-bred, and he nodded his head
for two.

CHAPTER IV. I
. V

From the times of David and Jona-
than down to the present day the
world has been full of young men

sworn to friendship and seeking ad-
venture in pairs. "Pardnere," they call
them in the west, and though the yord
has not crept into the dictionary yet,
it is as different from "partner" as a

friend is from a business associate.
They travel together, these pardnera

of j West, and whether they be cow-

boy o or "Cousin Jacks," the boss who
fires one of them fires both of them,
and they go share and share in every-
thing. '

'

Bud Hooker and Philip De Lancey
had met by chance in El Paso when
the revolution was just beginning to
hnil nnrl tho r>itv war swarmine with
adventurers. The agents of the rebels
were everywhere, urging Americans to

join their cause. Military preferment
cash payments, and grants of land
were the baits they used, but Hooker
stood out from the first and took De
Lancey with him. A Mexican promise
did not pass current where he was

born and they went to the mines in
stead.
Then the war broke out and, while

fugitives streamed out of stricken
Chihuahua, they finally struck oul
againBt the tide, fighting their way tc
a certain mine far back in the Sierra
Madres, where they could dig the gold
on shares.
Behind them the tfhttle waged;

Casas Grandes was taken and retaken;
Juarez, Agua Negra and Chihuahua
fell; Don gorflrio, the Old Man of Mex
ico, went out and Madero took his
place; and still they worked for theij
stake.
Then new arms and ammunition

flowed In from across the border;
Orozco and hie rebel chiefs went out
and the breath of war fanned highei
against the hills. At last the flrsi
broken band of rebels came straggling
by, and, reading hate and envj
in their lawless eyes, the Americant
dug up their gold at sundown and rodf
all the night for their lives.
And now, welded together by all thai

toil and danger, they were pardners
cherishing no delusions as to eact
other'B strength o^ weaknesses, bui
Joined together for betrer or worse.

It was the last thing that either ol
them expected, but tirree days aftei
they fled out of MexJtfo, and with al
their money unspent, the hand of fate
seized upon them and Bent them baci
to another adventure.

Jt was early morning again, wltt
crowds along the street, and as the)
ambled slowly along toward the lint
the men on the corners stared at them
The bunch of cowboya gazed at Bud
who sported a new pair of hlgh-heelec
boots, and knew him by the way he
rode; and the mining men lookec
searchingly at De L*.ncey, as if tc
guees the secret of hia quest.
A squad of mounted troopers, riding

out on border patrol, gazed after then
questioningly, but Bud and Phil rode
on soberly, leading their pack, anc
headed for Aerua Neera across the line

It was a grim place to look at, thh
border town of Agua Negra, for the
war had swept It twice. A broad waste
of level land lay between it and tht
prosperous American city, and across
this swath, where the Mausers anc

machine guns had twice mowed, laj
the huddle of low houses which
marked the domain of Mexico.
Fussy little customs officials, lurk

ing like spiders in their cooped-up
guardhouses, rushed out as they
crossed the deep trench and demanded
their permit to bear arms. The mO'

ment they crossed the line the aii
seemed to be pervaded with Latin ex

citabillty and Indian jealousy, but De
Lancey replied in florid Spanish and
before hie polite assurances and ful
some compliments it was dissipated Id
a moment.
"Good! Pass on, amigos," cried the

beady-eyed little jefe, pasting a label
on their pack. "Adios, senor," he
added, returning Phil's salute with a

military flourish, and with a scornful
glance at Bud he observed that the
gentleman was muy caballero.
"Huh!" remarked Bud, as they rode

on through the town, "we're in Mexico
all right, all right. Talk with both
hands and get busy with your eye-
brows.and holy Joe, look at them
pelones!"
The pelones referred to were a

squad of Mexican federal soldiers, so

called from their heads being shaved,
and they were marching doggedly to
and fro through the thorny "mesquit
bushes in response to shouted orders
from an officer. Being from Zacatecas,
where the breed is short, they stood
about as high as their guns; and theii
crumpled linen suits and flapping san-

dals detracted sadly from the Boldierly
effect.

Big and hulking, and swelling with
tne priae or nis Kma, HOOKer looKea

them over slowly, and spoke his hid-
den thought.

"I wonder," he 6ald, turning to Phil,
"how many of them I could lick with
one hand?"

"Well, they're nothing but a lot of
petty convicts, anyway," answered De
Lancey, "but here's some boys ahead
that I'll bet could hold you, man foi
man, husky as you are, old fellow."
They were riding past a store,! now

serving as an improvised barracks
and romping about in the streets were

\h

, a pair of tall Yaqui Indians, each *l«co- c

rated with a cartridge-belt about IWh j a

hips in token of his military service. |
And a group of others, suuning

I themselves against the wall, looked up
I at the Americans with eyes as fearless
, as mountain eagles.
r "Yes, that's right," admitted Bud,
- returning their friendly greeting, "but

we'll never have no trouWe with
, them."
s "Well, these Nacionales are cot so
- bad," defended Phil, as they passed
' the state soldiers of Sonora on the

street, "but they're Just as friendly as

the Yaquis."
"Sure," jeered Bud, "when they're

sober! But you get a bunch of 'em
drunk and ask 'em what they think of

: the gringos! No, you got to snow me
.I've, seen too much of 'em."
"You haven't seen as much of 'em

as I have, yet," retorted De Lancey
quickly. "I've been all over the repub- 1
lie, except right here in Sonora, and I
swear these Sonorans here look good
to me. There's no use holding a

grouch against them, Bud . they
haven't done us any dirt."
"No, they never had no chance,"

grumbled Bud, gazing grimly to the
south. "But wait till the hot weather

Made Maps and Answered Question*
Until Every Detail Was Settled.

comes and the revoUosos come out of
their holes; wait till them Chihuahua
greasers thaw out up in the Sierras
and come down to get some fresh
mounts. Well, I'll tell 'em one thing,"
he ended, reaching down to pat his
horse, "they'll never get old Copper
Bottom here.not unless they steal
him at night. It's all right to be cheer-
ful about this, Phil, and you keep right
on being glad, but I got a low-down
hunch that we're going to get in bad."
"Well, I've got Just ae good a hunch,"

came back De Lancey, "that we're go-
ing to make a killing."

"Yes, and speaking about killings,"
said Bud, "you don't want to overlook
that"
He pointed at a group of disman-

tled adobe buildings standing out on

the edge of the town and flanked by a

segment of whitewashed wall all spat-
tered and breached With bullet-holes.
"There's where these prize Mexicans

of yourn pulled oft the biggest killing
in Sonora. I was over here yesterday
with that old prospector and he told
mo that that wall is the bull-rine.
After the flret big fight they gathered
up three hundred and fifty men, more
or less, and throwed 'em in. a trench
along by the wall.then they blowed it
over on 'em with a few sticks of dyna-
mite and let 'em pass for buried. No
crosses or nothing. Excuse me, if they
ever break loose like that.we might
get planted with the rest!"
"By Jove, old top," exclaimed De

Lancey, laughing teasingly, "you've
certainly got the blues today. Here,
take something out of this bottle and
see if it won't help."/
He brought out a quart bottle from

his soddle-bags and Bud drank, and
shuddered at the bite of it.

"All right," he said, as he passed It
back, "and while we're talking, what's
the matter with cutting it out on booze
for this trip?"
"What are you going to drink,

then?" cried De Lancey in feigned
alarm, "water?"
"Well, something like that," admit-

ted Bud. "Come on.what do you
say? We might get lit up and tell
something."
"Now lookee here, Bud," clamored

Phil, who had had a few drinks al-
ready, "you don't mean to insinuate.

NO COMMON SOUP FOR HER |e
Empress Wanted Local Color and

Thought She Got It, but At-
tendants Deceived Her.

It is rather ticklish work contradict-
ing such an authority as Francis Grib-
ble, but one ventures to point out that
in his book, "The Life of the Emperor
FYandis Joseph," he is not quite accu-

rate in his story about the Empress
Elizabeth of Austria and the onion
soup. She did not eat it in a cafe.
She had heard some of her entour-

age praising the onion soup they had
eaten in a little eating house near the
Central markets, and she turned to
M. Paoli, her official courier, with the
remark that she must have some.

"Nothing is easier," said M. Paoli.
"I will tell the people of the hotel to
make you some."

"Never," said the empress; "they
will send me up a carefully prepared
soup that won't taste in the least
like yours."
She insisted that some of the soup

should be brought to her from the
eating house; and, also, that it should
be served in the identical crockery.

,uted all Ow local, color,, she

lo you? Next thing I know you'll be
isking me to cut It out on the hay.
night talk In my sleep, you know, and
jive the whole snap away!"
"No, you're a good boy when you're

isleep, Phil," responded Dud, "but
vhen you get about half shot it's diff-
erent. Come on, now.I'll quit If you
vill. That's fair, ain't It?"
"What? No little toots around

own? No serenading the senorltas and
jiving the rurales the hotfoot? Well,
vhat's the use of living, Bud, If you
;an't have a little fun? Drinking don't
nake any difference, as long as we
jtick together. What's the use of
iwearlng ofT.going on record in ad-
vance? We may find some fellow that
ve can't work any other way.we may
lave to go on a drunk with him in or-
ler to get his goat! But will you
»tlck? That's the point!"
Bud glanced at him and grunted, and

or a long time he rode on in silence.
3efore them lay a rolling plain, dip-
>ing by broad gulches and dwindling
idges to the lower levels of Old Mex-
co, and on the skyline, thin and blue,
stood the knifelike edges of the For-
UUdD UlllCD UWd y.
With desert-trained eyes he noted

he landmarks, San Juan mountain to
he right, Old Niggerhead to the left,
ind the feather-edge of mountains far
jelow; and as he looked he stored it
iway In his mind in case he should
:ome back on the run some night

It was not a foreboding, but the
xaining of his kind, to note the lay of
he ground, and he planned just where
ie would ride to keep under cover If
ie ever made a dash for the line. But
ill the time his pardner was talking of
riendship and of the necessity of their
(ticking together.

"I'll tell you, Bud," he said at last,
lis voice trembling with sentiment,
'whether we win or lose, I won't have
t single regret as long as I know we've
jeen true to one another. You may
enow Texas and Arizona, Bud, but I
enow Old Mexico, the land of manana
ind broken promises. I know the coun-
ru T?iiH.anil tho cllnmfp and the
vomen!
"They play the devil -with the beat

)f us, Bud, these dark-eyed senoritas!
rhat's what makes all the trouble
iown here between man and man, It's
:hese women and their ways. They're
lot satisfied to win a man's heart.
:hey want him to kill somebody to
show that he really loves them. By
Tove, they're,a fickle lot, and nothing
pleases 'em more than setting man

igainst man, one pardner against an-

>ther."
"We never had any trouble yet," ob-

jerved Bud sententiously.
"No, but we're likely to," protested

De Lancey. "These Indian women up
n the Sierras wouldn't turn anybody's
lead, but we're going down into the
lot country now, where the girls are

jretty, tP.-ra, ta-ra, and we talk through
.he wlrdows at midnight"
"Well, if youH cut out the booze,"

said Hooker shortly, "you can have
em all. for all of me."
"Sure, that's what yoc say, but wait

ill you see them! Oh, la, la, la".he
dssed his fingers ecstatically."I'll be
jlad to see 'em myself! But listen.
Bud, here's the proposition, let's take
in oath right now, while we're start-
ng out, that whatever comes up we'll
ilwayB be true to each other. If one

)f us is wounded, the other stayB with
lim; If he's in prison, he gets him out;
f he's killed, he avenges his."
"Say," broke in Bud, Jostling him

rudely as he reached into the saddle-
Dags, "let me carry that bottle for a

while.".
He took a big drink out of it to pre-

sent De Lancey from getting it all and
shoved it inside his overalls.
"All right, pardner," he continued,

aith a mocking smile, "anything you
lay. I never use oaths myself much,
jut anything to oblige."

'Mo, but I piean it, Bud!-" cried De
L-ancey. "Here's the proposition now.

Whatever happens, we stay with' each
)ther till this deal 1b finished; on all
»cratch cases we match money to see

vho's it; and if we tangle over some

jirl the best man wins and the other
>ne stays away. We leave it to the

jirl which one wins. Will you shake
lands on that?"
"Don't need to," responded Bud;

'I'Jl do it anyway."
"Well, shake on it, then!" insisted

3e Lancey, holding out his hand.
"Oh, Sally!" burst out Bud, hanging

lis head .in embarrassment, "what's
he use of getting mushy?"
But a moment later he leaned over

n his saddle and locked hands with a

riselike grip.
"My old man told me not to make

10 such promises," he muttered, "buf
'11 do it, being's it's you."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

laid. Well, she had her soup and de-
:lared it excellent, but M. Paoli has
:onfessed that, fearing lest the em-
iress should be disappointed, he had
he soup prepared for her in the hotel
.nd served it in a common plate and
oup tureen hurriedly brought from
he nearest china shop.
The empress remarked that the

rockery was "delightfully pictur-
ssque."
"True," said M. Paoli afterward;
we had chipped it a little with that
ibject In view."

Famous Polar Ship.
The Fram, the most famous polar

xploring ship in the world, will not,
,ftec all, have the honor of being the
irst vessel to pass through the Pan-
ma canal. After waiting at Colon
inee October 3, she has now started
outh on the long journey to the Pa-
ific via (he Slraits of Magellan. It
ras feared that an indelinite delay
t Colon might prevent her from
eaching San Francisco by the time
'aptain Amundsen plans to start for
he Arctic regions next summer. In
ihich caso the expedition would have
o be postponed for a year.
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Green Serge and Ta

ONE of the prettiest models for an
afternoon gown has been devel-

oped by Green of Paris. It is unusually
plain and it is unusually shapely. Yet
It Is strictly in the mode, and the
mode started out to be very fussy. But
Americans would not have too much
fussiness. Hence it is a quieted and
much-chastened mode exemplified In
the model shown in the picture.
The skirt is draped in plaits folded

over toward the left side, with a short
split at the hem. It hangs in at the
ankles and out a little at the hips.
The underbodice is a separate gar-
ment of silk and lace.
The little coat is cut with kimono

sleeves and shaped to the figure at
the front by folding It in from the
swell of the bust downward. A short
basque is shaped into a semi-fitting
back and short rounded end. A dou-
ble ruffle, widening toward the back, is

Designed for Y<

HATS for misses and little girls do
not noticeably reflect the modes

that are in the ascendant for their
grown-up sisters. The sailor shape for
misses, like <jat shown in the pic-
ture, the poke-bonnet shapes and wider
brimmed droopy hats, almost cover
the field of choice for the miss. But
these few dominant ideas have been
so variously developed that there is no

monotonous sameness.
For little girls the bonnet shapes,

the eombrero and some small replicas
of the simplest shape worn by their
elders, provide a wide enough choice.
For the copyist who finds it worth

while to trim the children's millinery
at home, the four hats pictured here
are excellent models to follow. It is
no more difficult to trim these shapes
at home than to make dresses for the
same young wearers.
A quaint, easily-trimmed poke bon-

net of hemp, shown in the picture, is
trimmed with a wreath of forget-me-
nots and a plain sash of No. 60 satin
ribbon. The underbrim is faced with
the ribbon, shirred on. A ruffle is
sewed to the underbrim about a half-
inch in from the edge. It is turned
over the edge and tacked down in a

cascade on the upper brim.

NEW CROSS-STITCH PATTERN;
Treatment of Roses Embroidered on

the Usual White Linen
Background.

Among the fashions In needlework
tor spring and summer is a new style
cross-stitch idea.
The popularity of cross-stitch pat-

terns Is so decided and long-lived that
it has resulted in producing new ideas
about the treatment of it, which are
most interesting.

.-. i'

ffeta for Afternoon

sewed to the edge of the coat and
gives the effect of a shaped overskirt.
There Is a smart finish of military
cord and silk tassels across the
front
The sleeves are three-quarter length,

terminating in a ruffle trimmed to a

point. There is an underruffle of silk
and a cord finish.
There is no coat collar, but a tie of

plaid silk makes a pretty finish at the
neck. But In the matter of the neck
finish there is latitude here for the use
of any of the modish collars of lace
or net which the makers of neckwear,
have provided,for the prevalent styles
Taking it altogether, this is a cos-

tume which is far, more satisfactory / v" l A'
to the possessor of a good figure ti»n\
most of those furbelowed and full,, f:
hanging or bunchy effects to which.
fashion gives countenance, but her,
devotees give a rather wide berth. 'rfr

luthful Wearers

Satin messaline Is the ribbon cho
sen, in any light color. It is tied in
a four-looped bow at each side. Finally
the wreath of forget-me-nots Is ad-
justed. It extends about the base of
the crown at the front and along the
edge of the ruffle at the back.
. The small and wonderfully artlatio
"sombrero" in the next picture is
trimmed with a cord, very appropri-
ately, and finished with a ribbon
ruffle about the brim, headed with the
cord. Loops and ends of this cord
make the finish.
One of the hata, for an older girl, la

a sailor shape with oblong crown.
There Is a collar of fancy silk braid
in rich colorings and a fan of satin
ribbon in the color which predomi-
nates in the braid, at the front
The remaining hat Is a sailor with,

a round crown covered with overlap-
ping rows of narrow ribbon over the
top. There is a wide band of braid
about the side-crown and six small
fane of satin ribbon, doubled, set about
the base of the crown at intervals.
By following the copy one runs na

risk of turning out an amateurish-look-
ing hat as the result of painstaking ef-
forts in home trimming.

JULIA BOTTOM LEY.

Among these a design for a rose pat-
tern is embroidered on the usual shad©
of oyster white linen. But contrary
to the accepted method, the pattern is
not worked. The background is filled
in with the cross-stitch, leaving the
flower and its leaf formations in re-
lief.
The effect is charmli* and the labor

much less tedioud thur. the old way.
For towel and pillow case borders, or
even for table scarf runner bordea,
this method of woking cross-stitch
patterns is especially commended.


